28     SONG FOR  THE CENTENARY OP
Drew bright and gentle breath On the sharp edge of death : And, staged again to show of mortal scene,
Tiberius, ere his name grew dire, Wept, stainless yet of empire, tears of blood and fire.
21.
Most ardent and most awful and most fond,
The fervour of his Apollonian eye Yearned upon Hellas, yet enthralled in bond
Of time whose years beheld her and past by Silent and shameful, till she rose and donned
The casque again of Pallas ; for her cry Forth of the past and future, depths beyond
This where the present and its tyrants lie, As one great voice of twain